T Hey that haue powre to hurt, and will doc none. 
That doe not do the thing,they moft do fhowc. 
Who mowing others, are themfelues as ftone, 
Vnmooucd, could, and to temptation flow: 

They rightly do inherrit heauens graces. 

And husband natures ritches from cxpence. 

They are the Lords and owners of their faces. 
Others, but ftewards.of their excellence: 

The fommers flo wre is to the fommer fvveet. 

Though to it felfe,it onely Hue and die. 

But if that flowre with bafe infe&ion meetc, 

The bafeft weed out-braues his dignity: 

For fweeteft things turne fo wreft by their deedcs, 
Lillies that fefter, fmell far worfe then weeds. 


9 5 

H Ow fweet and louely doft thou make the fliamc. 
Which like a canker in the fragrant Rofe, 

Doth fpot the beautie of thy budding name? 

Oh in what fweets doeft thou thy finnes indofcl 
That tongue that tells theftory of thy daies, 

(Making lafeiuious comments on thy fport) 

Cannot difpraife,but in akinde of praife. 

Naming thy name, bleflcsan ill report. 

Oh what a manfion haue thofc vices got. 

Which for their habitation chofe out thee, 

Where beauties vaile doth couer euery blot. 

And all things turnes to faire that eies can fee! 

Take heed(deareheart)of this large priuiledge. 

The hardeft knife ill vf d doth loofe his edge. 

COme fay thy fault is youth,fome wantonefle, 
^Some fay thy grace is youth and gentle fport. 

Both grace and faults are lou’d of more and leffe: 

Thou makft faults graces, that to thee refort: 

As on the finger of i throned Quecnc. 


So NKB rs. 

The bafeft Icweli wil be well eftcem'd: 

So arc thofe errors that in thee arc feene, 

To truths tranflated,and for true things deem d. 

How many Lambs might the fterne Wolfe betray. 

If like a Lambe he could his lookes tranflate. 

How many gazers mighft thou lead away. 

If thou wouldft vfe the ftrength of all thy ftate? 

But doe not fo,I loue thee in fuch fort. 

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 

97 

H Ow like a Winter hath my abfence beene 
From thee,thepleafure ofthe fleeting yeare? 

What freezings haue Ifek,|vhat darke daieslcenc?’ 
What old Decembers barenefle euery where? 

And yet this time remould was fommers time. 

The teeming Autumne big with ritch increafe. 

Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime. 

Like widdowed wombes after their Lords deccafe: 

Yet this aboundant iflue feem’d to me. 

But hope of Orphans, and vn-fathered fruite. 

For Sommer and his pleafures waite on thee. 

And thou away,the very birds are mute. 

Or if they fing,tis with fo dull a cheere. 

That leaues looke pale,dreading the Winters necre. 

98 

F Rom you haue I beene abfent in the fpring. 

When proud pide Aprill (dreft in all his trim) 

Hath put a Ipirit ©fyouth in euery thing: 

Thathcauie .Www Iaughtand leapt with him. 

Yet nor the laies of birds,nor the fweet fmell 
Of different flowers in odor and in hew. 

Could make me any fummers ftcry tell: 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew: 

No,r did I wonder at the Lillies white. 

Nor praife the deepc Vermillion in the Rofe, 

They weare but fweet, but figures of delight: 


Drawne 


